point of throwing his life away, because he cannot bear
the thought of losing you, and losing you through his
own fault. I am standing so apart from you all to-day,
so free of the world, that the word fault means nothing
to me now. We are all liable to make such strange
mistakes, and our views are so narrow and we are all
of us being driven, even though we imagine we con-
trol things. Perhaps your innocence is as much to
blame, when weighed in the balance, as his guilt. I
don't suppose you will be able to understand that yet,
dear innocent little Friedel, with those large, timid,
grey eyes that I can see before me so distinctly at this
moment. But you will understand later on. Now
there is only one thing that matters : you must not be
a little girl any longer, you must become a strong
woman—you must exert all your feminine powers and
hold Mars. You must love him, you must forgive
him everything, and you must hold him, hold him,
help him and bind him to life with all your strength.
" You must imagine that you hold the balance in
your hands with the * yea * and the * nay * on the scales,
death and life. You can tip the balance, it rests with
you. You must love, love, love—nothing* else is
asked of you. Be good, be strong, be patient.
" My time is up. I am writing to you before I go
away. The bells are already ringing for vespers from
the Jesuit Church. I am looking out of my window
and bidding farewell. Life is a marvellous thing, little
Friedel; it is a wonderful gift to be allowed to live—
that much I tell you at this moment. I have always been
gkd to be alive, but I have never felt it as much as I do
now. Farewell, dear little Friedel; I am so fond of
you. You must go to Marx to-morrow and take him
by the hand and never let him go again. We must
never be afraid, my dear, we must only be faithful
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